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PARSIFAL 


HISTORICAL NOTE 


The principal figure in the Jast musio-drama written and 
composed by Richard Wagner is more familiar to readers of 
erature under the name of “Percival” Tennyson refers to 
Ii in hin Holy Grail ax the "S 

‘nud his knighthood ealled 

The name has undergone several changes nce its first ine 
sroduction in literature, Tt is called Per the Welsh 
Tiles, which preserve the oldest accounts of the adventures of 
King Arthur and his Knighis of abe Re 
apeltings have been Perceval, Pareival and Parcivad 
ther adopted his from Parvifal, on the mivtaken theory that it 
‘Way derived fron two words, Fal anid f i said to 
signify " foolish pure one" in the .\rabic. 

Te was in 1859 that Wagner wat first impreed with the 
value of the story as a seamarie su He wus then living 
Jn Zurich, when inspired by a beautiful day in Spring. he 
wrote out the sketch of the Good T'riday music. Twenty 
years elapsed before he remodelled Nis plan and wrote the 
‘Poem as it now stands. 

In the meantime he produced "Tristan und Tyolde,” "Die 
Meistorsinger von Novoberg” and “Der Ring des Nibe- 
unger.” 


Alter the first festival at Bayrewth in 1876, Wagner took 
“up the subject of "Parsifal” in earnest, and completed the 
bent ihe following year, ‘The music of the first act was 
dd in the autumn of ae. 
1878, a 


‘care the cup and the spear were first committed, has built a 
“fanetuary for the sacred relics. They are guarded by a body of 
“Knights, who are required to preserve their purity in order to 
“share in the benefits which accrue from the adoration of the 
relics. 
‘In the valley beneath Monsalvat—the Mountain of Salva- 
‘tion—the enchanter, Klingsor, has erected a magic castle 
and garden. He rages against the Knights of the Grail because 
The for his sinfolness, has been refused admission to theic numn= 
ther, and he devotes himself to the task of trying to corrupt 
them. Amfortas, the son of Titurel, and the present custodian 
of the Grail, has himself heen seduced by the charms of an 
‘innamed. sorceress, and not only robbed of the Holy Spear, 
shut wounded by the weapon io the struggle. The wound will 
yield to no known remedy, but the Grail oracle has declared 
Ahat healing shall come through “a pure fool” wise through 
fellow-sulfeting. 
This person presently appears in the character of Por 
“alfa, who has wandered into the precincts of Monalvat 
He shoots a wild swan, and when he rejoices in the accuracy 
‘of his aim, he is reproached by Gurnemane, ‘The aged Knight 
‘questions Parsifal, and is astonished at his ignoras Gurne 
 surmises that Parsifat may be “the pure fool" destined 
‘save Amfortas, and leods him into the temple, where he is 
tted to witness the ceremony of the unveiling of the 
‘At the conclusion, however, Parsital shows no sign of 
ehension of what has passed, ai iven by Gurne- 
swith contempt from the temple. He wanders into King~ 
jkarden, after defeating the Knights sent against. him. 
zh then summons lovely women, dressed ax flowers, 
iv with their blandishments. ‘They fail, and Kundty 
lingsor to exercise her charms. By recalling to 
"memory his name and working upon his affection 
n she almost leads him to her will, 
Wiss awakens in Parsifat a comprehension of the sin 
and his own danger. He repels her advances, 
-Klingsor to her aid, The magician 
Pursifat, but the sacred weapon remains, sus- 


Me is now a 
through all his wanderings he 
__ He heals Amnfortas with a touch of 

Grail, The Knights kneel in silent 
at Parsital, sinks expiring at 


1 
‘Rau EDMUNDS, 


ACT 
Stee ate oan eevee eye 
piste Shee ghaler See 


Gicry nu’ veorus) dnd’ yout Eases ef te 
che sero No saute tre 
ity unde a tree. FroIn, sy though nom the Cay . 


Gurvewanz 
(raking and rouslog the Esguiees, 
Hat Hot Ward of the woods! 
Dream warders, T warrant! 
Come wake at least with the morning ! 
(he to Esgerees spring up.) 
‘Mark ye the call? Now thank our God 
that He hath called on you to hear it! 


(Me Mirels Aoretber hey sflently offer up hele 
nt (rom ag The icumpets teases 


Look to the Bath, 
¢ there awaited. 
Ge Sooke off Lp 
‘The litter bearing him is nigh, 
1 see the heralds meet us here: 
‘(two Kn 
Hail friends! How fares Amfortas now? 
Betimes the Bath has he commanded: 
the wild herb, that Gawain 
with craft and daring won for him, 
T dare say, he is eased thereby? 


Sucoxn Kevtorr, 
‘This sayest thon, who yet all dost know? 
With c’en more vehement throb 
the pain did soon return ; - 
sleepless till eariy morning, 
he bade in eager haste the Path, 
| GURNRMANZ 
(hing Me Dead sadly), 
ls are we, to ease his pain thus hoping, 
_ when only cure ean eas Ff 
far through 


Now up, my children 
‘Time is't, our 


IRE. 
First Esoun Height 


‘The mane of her devil's mare goes a flying! 

Seconp Kyicitr. 

Ha! Kundry there? 
Finst Kxscu. 
She must bring urgent 

Secoxn Esau 
The mare is stagg'ring. 
Finst Esquire. 
Flew she through the 
Scoxn 
She stretches now 


dings? 


(They all eagerty look off RI 


AS 

Massive witige wore lien bred sed serine} 
Kuxony 

Chenin wo Wo Gupnenany, Ho eng I he asd ama eh 

Here! Take this! “Balsam 


GuRNEMAN? 
Say, whence broughtest thou this? 


Arabia hideth 

taught else for his relief. 

Ask no farther! Iam weary, 
(She trons 


Gunnearaxz 
‘vad th apron : 
they et him on the iter 


thy wave my spirit lightens, 
GSM 
And pain’s dark: night so brightens, 
Gawain | 
‘Seooxn Kxrcnr, 
Lord! Gawain tarried not 
for as the healing herb, 
though hard he toil’d to win it, 
yet did thy hope deceive, 
upon a farther quest at once he ventured. 
Aarons, 
Unbidden! — Now may he atone it, 
thus ill the Grail’s behest to keep! — 
Ah woe to him, that daring spirit, 
if into Klingsor's snare he creep! 
‘Seek not with vain essays to blind met 
T wait for hitn, the One assign'd mes 
By ruth his knowledge 
‘was't not so? 


Gurxesanz. 
Bren so thou saidst to us. 
Aatvonras, 
“ the blameless Fool "— 
Methinks that T should know him:— 
dared Tas Death to name him! — 
Gunwnatanz, 


Nay but erst assay yet once a balsam! 
(Oe hands Kuxonv'e via We Amfortan) 


Axtronras: 
(viewing), 


Whence came this vial, strangely formed? 
GURNEMAN2. 
thee ‘twas from Arabia hither brought. 


‘Ho! Woman! 
‘Why liest thou there like a very beast? 
Kunpny. 
“Are not even beasts here holy ? 


Turan Esquire, 
True; but if thow be so, 
it doth not as yet appear, 
Fourrit Esquire. 
‘And with her magic balm, look thou, 
‘ere long the Master wholly she'll rain. 
GURNEMAN?. 
Him! Work'd she e’er harm to you? — 
4 Whon all in doubt ye stand, 
how tidings shall follow the errant Brothers, 
far in other lands fighting, 
fund whither to send, whe k 
Then, cre ye aro ever resolved, 
who will start with never & track 
to benr. your message away and back 
‘She needs you not, — is ne'er nt hand, 
mauight conunion has she with 
rst would ye have help. ix danger’s hour, 
Ther zeal will bear her as on the 
“and never looks she thanks to find, 
Now, say I, {s this harmful, 
‘thereby are ye well advantaged. 


‘Turno Esquire 
" ‘She hates ws all; — 
‘see, what spiteful looks on us she caste! 
|, Fouwrn Esquire, 
Hienthen’ she; 1 sorceress, 


GURNEMANZ. 
curse her life may be. 
she rue, — 
five anew, 
= guilt that Hes unshriven, 
life not yet forgiven, 
nt here pursuing, 
tighthood’s welfare service doin 
lone, cfay we surely know, a 


joa Esouren, 
“oft 5? 
_— Gunxestanz 
‘long away from here, 
“us indeed. 


* =o 


moves away 
orrowtaly 3 
to eo 


And her, Long have known: — 
but Titurel knew her yet longer 
He found, while he our Castle builded, 
her sleeping form in forest-bush, — 
‘benumb'd, lifeless, as dead, 
So I myself did lately find her, 
when had the mischief scarce befall'n, 
whereby that evil one o'er the motttains 
disgrace upon our heads has brought. 
(lo Keno 
Ho! Thou! Hearken and 
where to at that time rovest thou, 
cen whet our King the Spear did lose? 
(Konewe ie sloomity alent) 
Woerefore then didst thou help 1s not? 


Kusmy. 
Thelp you ne‘er, 
Fovarst Esquire 
Mark you her words! 
Tam Esquine 
Ts she so true, so bold to dare, 
oh, send er forth to win the missing: 


Near, 


Gueweaanz 
(elon). 
‘That is beyond 153 
Guarded. ‘tis from all 
ith ep emotion) 
Oh, ever wonder-worthy 
holiest Spear! 
Wielded I saw thee 
by unhotlest hand. 
Aborted in ection) 
_ And arm'd with this, Amfortas, thow all-daring, 
Who stayed thy had outgoing 
to magic's overthrowing >— 
bby the walls, — drawn was the King apart 
oman wondrous fair witch’d his heart; 
enfolded lay he trancéd, 


unseen down-glancéd, 


Finsr Esquire. 
Refresh'd he seems. 
Secoxp Esourme, 
‘The balsam stays the pain, 


close again! — 
‘Trinp Esquire 


© father, instruct and tell us, I pra 
thou Knewest oh say? 


Gursnacane, 
Titurel, our pious king, 
knew Kiingsor well 

To him, when savage foe with threan 


Appear’d the Saviour's messengers bleavéd 
whence lant He idrank, Who Fea: Le rdainéd, 
that holy Cup, the Viessel snprofanéd, 
that by the Cross His blood divine re 
‘herewith the very Spear, His wound had cleated— 
iis wimestrasare's oly wonder rare, 
they guve to be car own, our hero's care, 

Geyer it Duilded he the Sanctuary 
‘And ye, to serve it hither biden 
by Ways that are from sinners hidden, 
“ye know, that here none others 
save pare in heart as Brother 

anter, whom, to work the will of heaven 

ail hath snighty fer piven. 

I¢6) ‘twas to him of whom ve 

‘oil and pains t 
wher 


iit sn vo daden, 
vi 
‘hand he turn’, 
ps tae ian drove him thence, 
pees jean 
vic lead; 


here had given, 
Amfortas straight would venture 
o'er magic’s hold mastery to win. 
‘Well know ye, how the issues stand: 
the Spear —is now in Klingsor's hand; 
if c’en of saints therewith can he be wounder, 
the Grail already counts he easy plunder. 


urine the hove Kuxonr has often torn round with an impetuous 
movement, as vue nage oacasy) me 


Fourta Esquize 

‘Now first of all: the Spear to win us back! 
‘Ture Esoure 

Ha! He that did, no joy and fame should lack! 


Gunwemanz 
By our deserted Sanctuary, 
in fervent pray’r Amfortas wrestled, 

of resctie witd imploring 
a. pened radiance from the Grail out gleaméd; 
a holy vision near 
bin ‘spake in accent clear 
the words which he the sign of heaven deemed: 
“By ruth his knowledge, 
the blameless Foo, 
him await, 
My chosen One.” 
Tun roun Esquines 
es 

“By ruth his knowledge, 

the blameless Fool 


I ee a eiahy 
‘he four star wp and ia 


ws AND Esquines 
pesriartze Jam Rea 


Kyxicuts ax Esguines. 
‘Ha, shameful! Shameful! 
GURNEMAN?. 
Who shot the swan? 
Tirst Kwtcnr, 
The King had hail'd it as a happy token, 
when o'er the lake circled the swan, 
then flew a shaft — 
Kxtors ano 
“(pushing 


His deed! His shot! 


Yow), 


Seeonp Kysat 
Coredaciog th 


See the shaft, alike to his 
G 


Speak thou, art of this 


"Tis true! What eer Sem ay 
Gursexaxz 
‘This thou hast done, and hast so sorrow for thy deed? 
Kanaitrs axp Eepuines, 
Punish his outrage! 


‘GuENeManz, 
Never-heard-of act! 
Thou covldest murder,—here in holy forest, 
‘where quiict peace did thee enfold? 
came not Woodland creatures tame to thee, 
_ greeting thee kindly as friends? 
‘the branches how sang then our birds to thee? 


Gurwesanz. 
Whence art thon come? 


PARSIFAL, 
‘That know T not. 


Gurwemanz. 
Who is thy father? 


Parstrat. 
That know T not, 


Gurwen. 
‘Who was it that sent thee hi 


‘Pagsirat. 
That know I not. 
GuRNEMANZ, 


Thy name declare! 
Pansirat., 
I did have many, 
‘but now of these I know not one, 
Gunweatanz, 


‘Thou knowest naught of all? 
(aside, 


So dull a’ being 
Tnever found, save Kundry here. 
‘to the Esgvines who hae save in inerensng numbers) 


low £9, 
Hep! 


nor let the King's bath neglected be: Az 
(The Esgeives severely HN the dead, ewan woes ee of fresh 
(ea iedicha ha pet tee 
Gumsestanz 
(orning sesh Psosnas, 
Now speak; no answers couldst thou give me, 
ist state what thow canst; 
r something surely thou knowest, 
a Pansivat. 
 Heartsorrow 


va ‘From like untimely hero's death 


her son to hinder, peacefully, : 
in desert, the foolish woman rear'd hin 
1 fool too! — 


(ote taasha 
r Pawstrat. 
(orto as listened to ber ote), 
‘Ayet Ard once I saw a glitt’ring array of men 
(on noble creatures, 
pass the edge of the forest : 
fain had I been like them: 
with laughter they swept on their way. 
Now far I ran, and yet could I not o'ertake th 
; through desert I wandered, o'er hill and dale 
ft fell the night; then follow'd day : 
my bow it need must defend me 
if beast or man did threaten. 


Me Kuxpny 
{eho bap Hoes and moved towards the wen, eagery)s 
_ Yes! Robbers and giants tried his strength 
in fury of fight they learned how tc 


Paxsivat 
‘rprive). 


fear him. 


Who feareth me? say! 
Kuper. 
The wic 
Parsirat. 


© fought me, vere they: 


Gumxe awe 
(asain serio). 


ie mother, thou hast deserted, 
now must yearn and grieve, 


>me greet thee, 
and settee her by the throat.) 


i Parstrac 
(orscd with tolent tema, 
Tam fainting! 

FRET iis Ver Psoaras tendon at once Severe to 5 
(Ee apt Ate later perp ttn 
ceesereca teatemsat tin noes 

GURNEMANZ, 
Well done! So doth the Grail teach merey > 
he overcomes, who with good meeteth it 
Kunpry 
Nsisomt. 


Good do T never. — 

(ake turns sadly away, and while Gurwewane attends tn a fatherly mane 

Abt o'Basarest, she Creeps Gnobyerved by them towards a thicket in” the 
wood) 


Itong to rest me, 
to rest me, ah, I'm weary. 
Slumber} Oh, would that man ne'er woke me! 
Gatarting in fear 

No! Not slumber! — Horrors seize me! 

(Bhi (rember violeony, a 
Vain to resist! The time is come!— 
Slumber — slumber —I must! — 


(With short abrupt steps she moves foto the thicket, and in seen no 
moreeDuring this a movement i perceived bythe. lake, and now ner 
the backares Whe train of Kagawa and Taguines bearing the 
Tit home 


Tats hee arma drop wearlly.) 


Gurnrwanz, 
From bathing doth the King wend home; 
see, high the sun is: 
to this our Holy Feast e'en now let me lead thee, 
for if thou art pure, 
with food and drink the Grail will sustain thee, 


‘fe lina gently Takd Pavsirar's arm over his own shoulder, and, support- 
if he boy. with his arm Teste him. with. very alow atepao—The scene 
ine Wo move Sinpercepiiiy rom Ln Yo K. 


PARstPAL. 
“Who is the Grail? 


GURNEMANZ. 
y ‘That ne'er is said; 
rt thyself Thereto ordainéd, 
‘ ledge shall be gainéd, - 
ree 
Re 


thee now aright: 
tol rig 


GurNemanz. 
Observe thou well, and let me see: 

art thou a fool and pure, 
what knowledge now may be assign’d to thee, 
mite a re Tesla esting frm the dome At De rhe 

1c Hall, on boih aides the Wdoors are opened: from R. the Gxart, 
Erreur pace forward and piace themecves at ables ithe Conte. 

_ Grau. Kxienrs. 
O Feast of love and blessing, 

our portion day by day, 
a gift of purest blessing 
that passeth ne'er away; 
who doth the right and true 
here gaineth strength anew; 
for worthy now is he 
at this high 


before iis 


Vorcrs 
of the some. 
For sinners low fallen, 
with pangs a thousand, 
He once His life up-rend 
80 to Him, Redeemer, 
be now in glad-hearted 
service my life surrender'd: 
He died —our sin atoned He thus; 
He liveth by His death, in us. 
Boys’ Voices 
{S1am the top of the dome. 
The Faith here lives, 
the Saviour gives 
the Dove, His dearest token : 
take at His board 
the wine outpoer’ 


ani ‘brent ota: broken! 


ay a tae abe Rar cr, stealth 
Me aged ‘ively coming fiom a vale niche bal and Asoka couch 
fn hs Sirome Sackgouud though ost of tut 


Trrore 


- 
{y son Amfortas, art in thy place? 
(Silence) 


I yet live, once more the Grail beholding? 
‘Silence.) 
e then, denied the saving vision? 


; Trrveet, 
Entombéd live I by the Saviour’s grace; 
t00 feeble am I, now to serve Hin 

serving canst atone thy guilt! 
Reveal ye the Grail! 
Amrortas 
ising to stop the Esovres), 
No! Leave It un-eveal’d! 
Oh! May no one, no one e’er this torment feel, 
awaked in me by a sight—to you all joy! 
What is the spear-wound with its fiery smart, 
‘'gainst the distress, the hell of pain, 
my function here— aceurst perform! 
Woefullest birthright, that I, the fallen, 
I, only sinner of my people, 
the holiest Thing on earth should cherish, 
Its blessing should supplicate the righteoust 
Oh, judgment! Judgment never equal’d 
of, ali! the injured Lord of mercy! 
for His all-holy gre 
vakes my heart in longing ; 
hy inmost soul's repenta 
to Him must [win upw: 
The hour is nigh; — 
f ray descendeth on the Vessel div 
the cov'ring falls 
‘The Cup of blessing glorious doth shine, 
aglow in radia : 
thrill'd e’en by rapturous delight to pain, 
the well-spring of blood divine 
gushing: I feel into my heart: 
then back must ebb in a surging tide, 
my own sin-<efiled blood 
in tumult wild recoiling, 
in the world of sinful lust 
‘its might in terror expending ; 
Cie Jeaps o'er the bounds, 
anel thus ie ted rusheth pus ten 
e through the spear-wound, alike to His, 
Eepeat ihe very Spest ial, 
he Redeemer and pierced His side, 
pars off blood thence weeping, 


sorrow'd oer man's divgrac, 
yearning, 
me — in holiest office, 


ive my wound healing, 
that holy T die now, 
pure, —Thine for ever! 


Bg snks tak a6 tough wnconciun—Poesr om bering Arora 
eles erence eres vuleively 40 


‘Temains oot that pom 
Boys’ ano Yourns’ Vorces. 
“By ruth his knowledge, the blameless Fool, 
him await, 
‘My chosen One!" 
Tue Kwrcnts 
wats) 
So came to thee the promis: 
wait thou ia hope; 
‘Thy office serve this day! 
Trrvne 
Reveal ye the Grail 


Cocrontat rales hint slowly ood with lifrully.—The Esgoines 
iR'an Sittyoseryaal cope which they eave 


Yourns’ Vorcrs 
“ Take ye this bo 
tke ye this My blood, 


#6 be our love betoken’d!” 
[Asorras byes devoutly tn alent pravye before the chalices_ the Nght 
Haan tal greB0sly vores ty a ware doy dinners oust She 


“Take ye this My blo 
take ye this body Min 
hereby remember Me!" 


‘Trrunet, 
Ob, heavenly wonder! 
-_tonday bright ovr grec 


igh 
sen na 
‘sear iene and monte, 


hy 


changeth now for your refreshing, 
He, ied true, 
to the wine poured ont for you, 
to the bread that strengthens you. 
Tue Kxicuts 
(ire bal 
Take ye the bread, 
change it beside 
to borly’s strength and power, 
trie to your Head, 
steadfast abide, 
to work till the dying hour! 
Tue Kxionrs 
{Gecond tit. 
Take ye the wine, 
change it anew 
to fife-blood’s fiery: pulsations 
‘one is the sign, 
Brotherly true, 
to fight for the holy salvation! 
Att tie Ksrorrs wir Yourite’ axp Boys’ Voices 
Blesséd the Faithful! 
Bleanéd the Lovin 


(the Yonrsnrs visa and pace frou eae 
tommy ere 


orn bis tae of 
rund te the wound 
ay that the ou 
‘ane, the Taga 


‘Avourny nit the 
co 


Gumwenanz 
Kcoming up to Paweiyas in an fil humour and shabing him by the ari), 
Here standest thou still? 
Wint thou, what thon saw'st? 
" Wawsirne prewen bik beast convuluively aud slightly shakes bin heal). 
(GURNIMANZ 
nia ieeitated), 
art then nothing but a fool! 
(Me opens a narow site dion) 
way thou wilt! 


Kurxcsor 
Aoratat one de Kaking Into a metal iro), 
The time is come. 
‘My magic tow'r the Fool is luring, 
for gladly shouting him afar 1 sce!— 
Jn deathly slumber held by Curse she lies; 
its iron grasp is mine to loose 
Up then! To work! 


rm) 
“Uprise! Uprise! To me 
‘Thy master calls thee, nameleys wand’rer, 
Hell's rose-blossom! Witch primeval! 
Horodias wert thou, and what ni 
pundits there, Kundry tere! 
Come here! Come hither! Kundry! 
Thy master calls: obey! 


Art waking? 
To my will ag 
art fatlen e'en now to the tine. 


a ant wand’ ain? 
MSeaking the Knights iv their hit, 


dag they do not reckon thee? 
not with me fire better” 


yendualty Into tow 


eir lord for me then hadst captured — 
Grail how chastely he guardeth |= 
off thither again? 
— Kuxpay. 
by and bre Vth slving to regalo speech, 
, “ih 


Kosory 
‘There... there. . . served I. 


Kurxeson. 
Aye aye, amending so the evil 
that thou in thy malice hadst wrought? 
‘They profit thee not; 
pay T but rightly, 
mine are they one and al 
the steadiest fails 
when in thine arms he sinketh, 
and falls to me by the Spear, 
that from their Lord himseli did 1 seize, — 
‘The most dangerous one is now to be met: 
his shield is Foolishiness. 


Kuxory. 
. T—will not. Oh... Oh!... 


Ketne 
Aye wilt thou, for thou 

} Kunony, 
Thou... thou canst... not... force me. 

<asoR, 


Yet do T hold thee. 
Kunory, 
Thow? 
Kitxcson, 
‘Thy master. 
Kunory, 
z And whence thy pow's? 
Krtxosor, 
Hal—Since only with me 
‘thy pow'r can ne'er prevail. 
Kuxory 
rth srt ag). 
tha! Art thou pure? 


One his contempt and scorn has repented, 
the proud one, stern in holiness, 
who once rejected me: 
his race I ruin’d, 
unredeemed 
shall the Guardian of sanctuary languish 
‘and soon — wilt thos see me here — 
as guard of the 
Ha hat 
‘And pleased he thy taste, Amfortas — the brave 
Whom to enrapture thou wert set? 


Kusory. 


Oh! Misery! Mise 
Weak e’en he, — weak all men, .. « 
surséd with me 
t and ruin’ | 
Oh, sleep of death, 
only release, — 
how-= how may I win thee? 
Kurreso: 
Hal Wha defies thee, setteth thee free: 
asvay with the boy who draws near! 
Koxnsy 
1—will not! 
Kurxcsoa 
Ghtiy. wanting we sep), 
Lo, now he climbs up the wall! 
Kvxony, 
Ol! Woe's me! Wee's met 
To this did 1 waken? 
Must? Must? — 


Kiingsor 


ibe 


How ill with the dullards his ardour agrees! 
Some hit in the thigh, others the shoulder! 
Ha hal They waver! They scatter! 
Every hero home carries a wound! 
Nor this do T grudge ye!— 
May even so 
the whole assembly of Knights 
rise and destroy one another! 
Ha! How proudly he stands on the rampart! 
With face aglow like roses af summer, 
in childish amaze, there 
the solitary garden he views! 


{fle turns to the back; the Mue light has been extioguldhed and ait fe 


dat 
Ho! Kundry! 
(oot perecning her.) 
So! Art at work? 
Ha hal The spell right well L knew, 
that calls thee back ever to serve me again! 
(turning ovtwarde ain) 
As for thee, — innocent Jad, — 
say the prophets what they will, 
too young and dull 
thou fallest into my pow'rs 
‘of pureness once deprive thee, 
and slave will I then drive thee! 


sin 


numbers 
‘av thigh ua ata 


Six Mares 
(Genseatety, 
Here! Here was the outrage! 
Weapons! Cries of battle! 
Ah me! Where is the foeman? 


Chroxes 
Up to vengeance! 
Tue Six Mawens, 
My belovéd one wounded! 


Where find I my lover? 
All alone did I waken! 


Crorus, 
Ah! Whither fled they? 
‘Tae Six Mamens. 
Where is beloved? 
Where find T my lover?— 
3 


ded 


All alone did I waken!— 

Alas! How woeful! — 4 
Srcoxp Cuonus. 

‘Where are all our lovers? 


First Corus. 
‘There in the palacet— 
{ We saw them all yonder. 
We saw them lie bleeding and wounded. 


Seco Corus. 
Up, to help them! 


Wuore Cnorus. 
Who, who is our foe? 


‘Tue Srx Mares 
“tometber), 
Who, who is our foe? 


(Tey pererive Pasaiyat and polat him oot) 
‘There stands he! 
Cuonvs. 


‘Sce him there, see him there! 


‘Tie Six MAIDENS 

“aeparately an with dors) 

In his hand he holds my Ferris’ sword, — 
{rs my lover's blood thereon I sec, 


Tsaw!—''T was he!— The fortress he storm'd. 
T heard then the Master's hora — 

‘Yes, we heard too the horn — 

‘My knight hither ran. — 

‘They one and all hither came. — 

They all came hither, 
‘but each one received his repulset 
‘Woe him who wounded them!— < 

He wounded my lover— 

‘My friend did he smite. — 

Yet bloody the weapon! — 

°Tis my lover's foc! — 
‘Thow there! —Thow there! 
Wherefore bring such distress? 
Alas! Ah woe! 


here gg 


4 


wee 


Tue Six Mawes. 
Darest thou approach us? 
Why smotest thow all our lovers? 
= Parstrat. 
(causing in great woodes). 

Ye fairest children, what could I but smite them? 
To you, sweet charmers, my passage they strove to bar, 

Secoxn Maen, 
To us wilt thou come? 
i Finsr Mawes, 

Dost find us fair? 
Parstvat, 

Never yet saw T such wondrous array: 
Tind you fair, think ye me right? 

Secoxp MAIweN, 
And truly thou wilt not smite us? 


Pansirat. 
That could T not, 
‘Tue Six Matwens, 
Yet losses many hast thou cansed us; 
grievous and many! 
Thou tmotest all these our play-mates 
Who'll play with us now? 
Pansivat, 


cihat fain would Tay 
’ih"gro Wi oway' Bend the Mower anea} == SHE 


‘Tue MaIwens 

‘rho remain). 
thou our friend, stay not afar! 
not chide us, 


Come! Cer thee Joy shall hover, 
Love, delight on thee show 
(The Second Group returns, attired like the other.) 
ALL THE MAIDENS. 
Come! Came! Gentle lover! 
Let me be thy flower, 
Joy around thee shall hover, 
dur love delight on thee shower! 
PArstrat 
(atanding tn thee mat Un ale enjoyment. 
How sweet your fragrance! 
‘Are ye then flowers? 
Tue Six Marens. 
With odour rare 
adorn we the garden 
in spring cull’ by its warden. 
We grow where'er 
the sunlight hath power, 


Be o us kind, we pray 
Oh spare not the Flowers their pay! 
‘An thou canst not love us and cherish, 
wwe fading: and dying must perish. 
Cuonvs 
Come! Gentle lover! 
Tet me be thy flower! 
Tne Six Mawoexs 
ecu 
}-OW take me, Jove, to thy tienst! — 
try chess oh lence! 
4 oh al ‘me!— 
Asses 


ro 


Parsirat. 
Forbear then! 
‘Tue Mamexs 
(Giosty ot fu parts to exch other). 
Away from him; he favours me!— 
Me rather!—No, see he favours me! 
(Go Passat) 
Thou keepest me away?— 
Wilt drive me away? 
{ Dost keep me far?— 
How, art thou fearful of maidens? — 
Where hast left thy courage? — 
How cold and how timid thy manner! — 
Woutdst have the butterfly woo'd by the Rowers? 
(io exch other) 
Ah, he's afraid!— Ah, he is cold! — 
+Off1 Leave ye the Fool-born! — 
We give him up despairing. — 
Then let him ours be chosen! — 
No, mine is he alone! — 
No, ours, no, all our own is he! — 
{Hes mine! — He's minet 
No, ours! — Yes, ours! 
PAustrat 
soeciy Midtening the maidens of, 
e snare me nott 
I abot (0 escape when « volce out of the Moverfolige arreste 


Kuxony, 
Parsifal! Tarty! 
(Te Maidens shrink: bah terete) 
Panstrat. 
" Parsifal?” 
So in her dreat named me once my mother. 


Kuxoay 
‘ “pn electors Suet robo Mabln ty oT 


pie 


PARSIPAL. 


Ofall this did I now but dream? 
{fuse road mfx, be ries Keven, batsman ato 
“Didst thou call to me, the nameless? 
Kuxpay. 
Thee named I, foolish pure one, 
“ Fal parsi ”— 
Thee, pure in folly: “ Parsifal.” 
For so, ere itt Arabian land he expired, 
ty father Gamuret his son did call, 
een s0 his unborn child he greeted, 
find as He named thee, died thy fathers 
fri this to tell thee, waiting thee, I stayed: 
What drew thee here, if not the wish to know? 


Parsirat. 
Ne‘er saw I, ne'er dream’d of yet, what now 


T sce, and een with dread it filleth me. 
‘And flow’rest thou too in this grove of flowers? 
Kusry. 
Nay, Parsifal, thou foolish pure one! 
Far, far away my home lies. 
‘That thou mightst find me I tarried here awhil 
{rom far hence came I, many a sight have seen, — 
T saw the babe upon its mother’s breast; 
its early lisp yet laugheth in mine car 
though sorrowing hearted, 
how latghed even then" Heartsorrow," 
‘that mid her mourning 
new waken'd love, her eyes did gladdent 
Tn mossy hollow softly cradled, 
the babe she lull'd asleep caressing ; 
ae ee 8 puis 
‘slumber the mother yearning guarded, 
- int mora tas wakensd aces 
me tears like dew-drops falling. 


r child of sorrow, 
father's 
high 


at length when thou didst not reuurn, 
tio trace of thee remaining. 
Through days and nights she waited, 
till quiet sank her moaning, 
as grief consumed her pain, 
‘on silent death she called = 
her sorrow broke her heart, 
and —" Heartsorrow” — died — 
SIAL 


he has gradually approached. Kvvoey. now sinks down at ov 
\ lili ie Ny arbre aT 


Woe’s me! Woe’s me! What did 12 Where was 1? 
Mother! Gentle, loving mother! 
Thy son,— thy son was then thy murd’rer? 
@ Fool!’ Blind and blndering Fool! 
Where wanderedst thou, her so forgetting, dearest.-= 
thee so forgetting? 
Mother, mother belovéd! 
Koxpny, 
Wert thou stranger to grief, 
then comfort’s blessing 
grave theo ne'er its relict ; 
let fall from thee thy want, 
thy woe dlistressing 
in comfort that Love now will grant. 
Pansirat. 
(Gioking tower tm his doe, 
My mother, my mother —could 1 forget her? 
Hal What else may 1 now have forgot? 
What did 1 e’er remember yet? 
‘Tis only folly dwells in me. 
‘Kunpey. 


ai reigns oper Rawr ead ent tous Bl forehead 


‘The spear-wound!— The spear-wound! 
Tn my heart it is burning. — 
‘Oh! Moaning! Meaning! 
Terrible moaning; 


aloud it erieth out of my heart. — 
Oh! Oh! Wretched one! Plight most woeful ! 
‘Thy wound do T see bleeding, 
Aye, bleeding: now in me! 
‘Here — here! 
No! No! Not the spear-wound is it, 
‘Thence in a stream let life-blood outflow! 
Herel Here, my heart is aflame! 
The longing, the terrible longing, 
that all my-senses doth hold and sway! 
Oh! Love thy torment! 
How all is quivering, stire’d, convulsed — 
by si ned longing! . 


White Kuweay. at 
sotilued Into awed enim? nd 


My gaze is fix'd now on the Holy 
The Holy Blood doth glow 
Redemption’s joy, divi , 
trembling afar fills ev' 
yet here—here only will the pang not lessen, 
The Saviour's wailing even heard 1, 
the wailing, alt! the wailing, 
over the profaned y 
“ Deliver, rescue Me 
from hasds defiléd and guilty.” 
So the Divino bewailing 
‘calléd loud, loud to my spirit. 
‘And I —the fool, the coward, 
to deeds of childish folly hither fled! 


france) 


his soul's salvation 
her mouth did kiss away! — 
Ha! ‘Tis her kiss!. . . 


(He has gradually vier asd pushes Kuxay fom bles) 


Destroyer thou! Get thee away! 
Eyer, ever from me! 


Kunw 


(very paulonatety), 


Cruel one 
Hast only fe 
for others’ sorrows, 
thy heart shall know ‘mine now also! 
Art thou Deliv'rer, 


how comes it, scorner, 
to me no salvation thon bringest? 
Thro endless ages thee I awaited, 
the Saviour, come 40 Tate, 
whom once I durst revile. 


Oh! Knewest thou the curse, 
that holds ane sleeping, waking, 
in death and living, 
pain and laughter, 
tiew affliction steel'd anew, 
cndlexs—is my torment heret 
! saw — Him — Him — 
then—laugh’d 1... 
on me fell — His look, 
T seek Him now from world to world, 
yet once more to behold Him. 
In darkest hour 
feel I that He now is near, — 
His eye on me doth rest :— 


ner falls upon my bosom! 
Aye laughter, laughter! 
no tears know 1. 
But anger, terror, 
horror, torture, 
pursue me yet in delirious night, 
whence I repentant, scarce do wake. — 
For whom I yearn’d in mortal longing, 
whom T avowed, though weak, derided: 
lot me upon thy breast bewail me, 
for one hour only with thee united, 
and if by God and man disown'd, 
in thee be cleansed of all and atoned! 


Parstrat. 
For evermore 
wert thou condemn'd with me, 
if one hour only, 
tomy mission, 
te thy SlaspT yielded! 
a 


—onve more the accurséd laugh outbreaketh, 


‘Thee also I am sent to save, 
wilt thou for sin no longer crave. 
‘The new life, that shall thee delivee, 
think not thy sorrows’ fount may yield 5 
salvation can thy heart know never, 
‘until that fount to thee is seal'd. 
= What other need, what other prayer 
was that I pitying once did share 
Oh Brothers all, what woe distresséd you, 
what fear tormented and oppresséd you? 
But who aright and clear hath known 
the one Salvation’s fount alone? 
Oh mis'ry! of all help the flight! 

‘Ob! Gloom of world-wide error’ 


Kusuey 
im wilh wate, 
So! Hath then my kiss 
with world-wide visi now'd thee? 
Tf my great leve should embrace thee 
surely to Godhead T raise thee. 
‘The world deliver, if so then: wilt: — 
nuke thyself God for ever, 
then mine be the everlasting guilt, 
anit never heal my pain! 


Pansivate 
Defiv’rance, impious one, offer I thee, 
Kunpry. 
Seacrest a are hes 
40 thon gayest me. 
Pansirat. 
ce shall reward thee, 


J if thou that sinner wilt pity here! . . . 
. a 
Ah! Madness! 
i 
Pity! Wilt pity me? 
Oh but one hour be mine! 
‘Let me one hour be thine... 
and on thy way 
then shalt thou guided be! 
eet ies} 


Pansiv. 


Avaunt, oh evil one! 
‘Me Hirysty her forcibly from hin 


Koxony 
(evoing tn wid rine fr lng into he Yekeround), 
Hither! Hither! Oh help! 
Seize a the shameless! Oh help! 
Ward ye his way there! 
Ward ye his passage! 
(io Passi 
Ani fleddest thou from here and foundest 
all the ways of the world, 
tho Way by thee sought, 
iy pathway shalt thou find never: 
for path and passage 
from me that can lead thee, 
here —T eurse them to thee: 
Wander! Wander! 
Tost like myself, 
my fate on thee do T call! 


KLINasor. 
Cypearine on the Vereace, and swinging lance towards Panatrat) 
Stand there! For thee a we fit is here! 
fool shall fall to me by his Master's Spear! 
urls the Spear, whieh remaing hanging wver Pannirat'a head) 


ACT m1. < 


Scone—Pleasant rng landecape in the, domains of the Gr 
owns the backgroted Geng slag’ Gowetnesdowt The ee of he 


forest is seen fr thet lence stretching away KC to, Fike tock 
Oy the wood ake mogie to. tin further backs 


inde, Hythe ‘woad-age princely 
Thermite But, leaning sgaivat 2 mass of rock™—Very early morning 


Guaxestanz 
hermit in the tanie only of the Grail 


Out yonder rose the groaning. — 
No beast could utter such moans, 
deed would not, this holiest morn of all. 
nks, I knew of old that mournful ery.— 
atky determinedly trmarde& thorn thicket af the side, much over- 
Mevfrtes he wnderpravth agar tent suddenty soya) 
ia! She—here again? 
‘A thicket of rough wintey thorn 
held her conceal’; Ah, how long? 
Up! Kundry! Up! 
The winter's fled, and spring is here! 
Awaken! Awaken to spring! 
{le déaws Kenpey vif and cles ou of the bun 
Aa nievgny und wears Shen tn the asics ve of 
aie 
Cold and stiff! 
‘This time well might 1 fear ‘tis death :-— 
And yet her groaning surely I heard? 
i HME Nefore Wim, be, robe and temple, 
iat eatin "AC tow fe arama ta anal 
et at eyon wh Ute 
mt herctthe arrangee 
To areve| "the" witioese 


hears her 
teat er 


ime 


Gonwestanz, 
Oh woman strange! 
Hast thon na word for me? 
‘Are these my: thanks, 
“that from deathly: shimber 
Tow have waked thee again? 


Kuxory 
i ‘owt harvey and rok 


ilancing oto whe 
Sod turns to: Gvawtacame'to posse 


Gurwesanz, 
eareth there the holy spring? 
loomy war apparel> — 
ely is a stranger! 


er Sled pitcher maves slowly » 
le Panaivas pate 


Gorse: 
Yong at Panstrat fo ast 
Hail to thee, my 


‘(PanaivAt gently 


g thou hast nee 


‘tho in a hallow'd place: 
not with weapons here, 


ihmet, shield, and spear; 
all!’ Knowest thon not 
Day is this? 


‘qPansirak. shan in bea) 
comest thou? 


His Spear, — I know again. 
‘Oh! Holiest Day, 
that I should now awake to see! 
Oconeay forms ber face away) 


Pansirau 


(rises slowly from, prayer, tks eaity abut him, 
y Aegnaontonda his hand to im in a 


"Tis well, that again here I find thee! 


GuaseManz. 
So knowest thou me still? 
‘Again dost know me, 
whom grief and care so deep have how'd? 
How cam'st thou here, —and whence? 


Pansirat. 
‘Through error and the paths of suff'ring came Ty 
deem I but rightly. now, that ceased my struggle, 
Doth not this forest murmur 
once again around me, 
thou, aged one, anew dost greet me? 
‘Or am T again mistaken? 
For changed, 1 fear, are all things, 


Gunxnatanz, 
But say, to whom the way thou seckest? 


Parsirat. 
To him, whose deep complains 
in foolish wonder once T heard, 
ow whose salvation's beater 


Gournsan, 


Gurwemanz 


What mercy! Happiest day 
‘Oh! Wonder! Holy highest wonder! 
(After somewtst composing himell) 
Oh Knight! If ‘twere a curse 
that drove thee off the rightful path, 
Irtist me, the spell is broken, 
‘Here art thou, —this the Grail’s domain ; 
Lo} here for thee our Knighthood waits. 
Ah, we have need of succour, 
the suceour thou wilt bring! 
From the morning, when thou camest here, 
‘our sorrow, then made known to thee, 
our trouble grew to utmost niced, 
Amfortas, maddened by the torment 
hie in soul and body suffer'd, 
did crave in angry defiance but for death 
No pray'r, no suffering of his servants 
could move him to perform his holy duty, 
Tn shrine Jong closéd hath remain'd the Grails 
30 hopes the sin-repentant Guardian 
who cannot die 
#0 long as he thereon shall look, 
is end perforce to hasten, 
And with his death attain release from suffering, 
he food of heaven we are now denicd, 


and common fare mist e'en support us 
‘Thereby exhausted is our heroes’ strength, 
fo more comes message here, 


Guexesaxz 
tenet rotates Kev. 
she body spring He 
by pring itset 
shall sow revive oot pigrim's strength. 
‘Marbe a lofty work 
shall he this day accomplish, 
‘ce bim may fait a holy dety 
Jet bie be free from stain, 
and dest of war-fare 
tong shall mow be cleansed all away! 
wile Seto Tm 


Foe 


Parsi at 
Kenyan wear 


Shall 1 wow be guided straight to Amfortas? 
Goexesnnz 
(a be 
surely; een for ws the Castle wait 
‘of my dearest lord 
mow thither =, 
Grail shall ence more be to ws revealéd, 
Office to-day 


my blessing so receive, 


as King this day to greet thee, 
‘Thou, pure one! 
Patient, enduring one, 
all blessed pitying one! 
the redeem’ man’s suff'rings thou hast suffer'd, 
“the final load uplift now from his head! 


Parsirat 


ord Whe ws enn foe i 85 ie ands fr 


‘My office first fulfil I so: 
Baptizéd be, 
and trust in the Redeemer! 
(Bowen snk her be to te earth be sem to wh pansy, 
PARstrAL 
ie tele’ 7M We are 
‘The meadow-land doth scem to-day so fair! 
Once upon magic flow'rs I chanced, 
up to my head in baneful tendrils twining ; 
yet saw I ne'er so fresh and sweet 
the green blade wild flower and blossom, 
ne'er scented all so child-like fair, 
nor spake with charm so dear to me. 


(turning away, 


GuRNEMaNZ, 
‘That spell Good Friday worketh, Jord. 


PAnstrat, 

Alas then, the day of woe and pain! 

Now as it seemeth, all that breathes, 

‘that blossoms, lives and life renews 
should weep, ah! and sorrow. 


Gurwewaxz. 
‘Thou seest, that is not so. 
Ttis the sinner’s tear 


‘and mead 


and gentle tread will spare. 
‘And grateful will creation bide, 
Whate'er doth flow'r and fadeth soon, 
ince now that Natore purified, 
hher day of Innocence hath won. 
ademas arated mas eo 
PARSIFAL, 
J saw them wither, once bright in laughtey 
Weliy’rance do they now yearn after? — 
‘And thine the tear that dew of blessing showers: 
tholl weepest, — see, how smile the flowers! 
(le Mies her gently on the forewad) 
Ch distant peaing of bells heard) 
Gumxemanz. 
Mid-day:— the hour is com 
Permit, my lord, that thy serv: 


ap the 
Niet te 


Fast Procession 
Ten thos bear we in sheltering 
i wi shelter i 
“soit ral allowed ‘as 
hors shelter ye in ine, 
etna thithee sorrowing hear? 
ve SEND Proceso 
Persad renin pa 6k wie. 
Pemolakmaunigkin 
‘hee i his even ih. 
ea once did er and hil 


_ Fins PRocession, 
 rbom in Godhead’s guard, 


“= 


the last time even, 


will he now serve his office. 


is new placed on the couch behind the Grail’ altar, the cot 
‘at ton in front) = 


‘Tue Knicuts 
J (earning to Axcroeras). 
¢ thee! Who guardest the Grail! 
Vg ‘The Last time, 
be to thy Office recall’d! 
"The Last time! 


Ascrortas 
(wearily rasing Nims tie), 
"Yea—Woe's me! Woe's me! Woe be on me! 
ey eely with you. 
Better still to take from you my death, — 
“the sinner's lightest atonement ! 
fin open. A a ight of Tr 1044 tedy break at » wud 


Aatronras 
Beet Heh on bis coh, and tural to Trrvans body) 
My father! 
Highly blesséd thou of heroes! 
ost pure one, "fore whom the angels have bended: 
only I long’d te die, 
gave 1 to death 
‘Thou who now in radiance divine 
the Lord Himself behold, 
‘of Him, that His oy ts, 
‘once more now His blessi 
here shall quicken, — 


Who bid me live as a sinner, 
might I of death be the winner? 

(ile tears open Bs garment) 
Here stand I, the open wound is here? 
"Thus am I poison'd, here flows my blood 
Ths am er yeapons! Plunge inthe sword-blade 
deep, deep, to the hil 


slay ye the sinner wit 
and clear will shine 
ares 
cae 
as 


PARSIFAL. 


One weapon only serves: 
‘The Spear that smote 
must heal thee of thy wound. 


‘Mle sauches wih the woint of the Spear AMVORTAR side, whore face 
then shines hough overcoine with awe 
emotion, 


PARsIPAt. 


Be whole, absolyéd and atoned! 
For I do hold thy Ottice nov. 
Oh bleaséd be thy: sulf’rin 
for power of ruth divine 
and might of knowledge 
pure and tim’rous foo! it gave! 
‘Die pees towards the centre the Spear ralod high before lm 
‘The Holy Spear, — 
‘his beng I back to you! 
ies rsh eyes wrk conta a vskeaians Pom ot 
‘What a wonder here I view! 
that wounded also healeth, 
Blood revealed, 
‘en for its source it pineth, 
irail enshrinett. — 


‘confine: — 
‘open the shrine! 


Denry't 
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